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an amusing letter which served as the starting-point of a friendship.
When I went to London, Baring always arranged a little luncheon
in his picturesque apartment in Lincoln's Inn. He himself had
charming and unusual friends. At his home I met Duff Cooper and
his future wife, the very beautiful Lady Diana Manners; Harold
Nicolson, Desmond MacCarthy, Lady Lovat and Lady Wilson,
Hilaire Belloc and all the Cecils. A convert to Catholicism, Baring
was ardently and sincerely religious. He had the gaiety of the saints
and their charity. The letters he wrote me (of which I had saved
hundreds up to the present war) were typed in a bizarre mixture
of black and red words in which whole lines were composed of w's
or x's, alternating with scraps of poetic prose. The text was half
French, half English, and the signature would he preceded by
'Amicalissiment' or a 'Votre vraitnent\ a literal translation of yours
truly. All this was a little mad, droll, full of delicacy and learning,
with here and there a profound thought which would illuminate
his deep feelings. That was Maurice.

All England called him that. He was much loved there and with
reason. He was consistently and unobtrusively generous. When I
introduced him to the Abbe Mugnier, he was pleased by the Abbe's
admiration for Goethe. Maurice owned a first edition of Werther.
As soon as he returned to England he sent it to the Rue Mechain
where the Canon lived. He owned a collection of paintings of
Cannontelle. One day a French friend said to him: 'There's a
collection that ought to be in the Carnavalet Museum.., /

'Really?' Baring said. I'll send them.*

He did so the next day.. When the library of Ronald Storrs,
Governor of Cyprus, was burned by the natives during an uprising
on the island, Baring sent him this cablegram: 'Library <bn way.
Uno avulso.' At the very moment he had learned of the catastrophe
he had stripped himself of all his books.

Maurice also had a taste for the wildly imaginative and fantastic
that was calculated to astonish a Frenchman. For many years he used
to invite his friends to a dinner at an hotel in Brighton on his birth-
day, which fell in the middle of winter, and at the end of the meal